GRATIS SUPPLEMENT THIS WEEK. 
This Copy of “ ALLY SLOPER” carries with it the advantages of a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. 


Sy Half fpliday 


CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


> Cand 


sus! J Vol. V.—No. 197.] [ONE PENNY. 


FDR oes) 
Sc A 


i \ 


Y 
adranc. : (¢ INK NSS ——2L7fy yn eee — fl, | A MSS 
pie SM 3 
_..|% “a ALLY AT THE ELEPHANT AND CASTLE. 
7 “ The majority of well-regulated people, if asked to express an opinion, would say that Poor Papa is, to all intents and purposes, an imbecile—he does such 
extraordinary things. His latest move is to secure a private box for the run of “ Jack the Giant Killer” at the Elephant and Castle Theatre, and every night some 


ject,ani| fm members of the Family honour the performance with a visit. The other evening the conductor was unable to fulfil his duties, and Mr. Burton Green asked Papa 
ceived a: to kindly take his place. The overture was a big success ; but the conduct of some of the younger members of the Family was most unbecoming.’’—Toorste. 
IXTON, 
¢ men At LEAP YEAR.—THE WORLD UPSIDE DOWN. AN UNRAVELLED MYSTERY. 
i mor am : - rg 
the relic! s ) a Oe ge He . 
heir jv! . - » On the 26th of May, 1828, the attention of a citizen of 
sper with: . a Nuremberg was drawn to a youth ina peasant’s dress stand- 
in. ‘ ing in the street near a gate of the town in the singular 
RRAY zs porure of a person Shc essoarng to move forward without 
ing able either to stand uprig t or govern the movement 
RE, W of his legs, He held in his hand a letter directed to a cap- 
he 1 tain of cavalry in the town, but was incapable of intelligent 
neque fo! ‘ - RS s speech. The letter was written in German, and the name- 
ee R ‘tex 4 : . less writer said he had received a memorandum in Latin, 
UMAN ‘ which he enclosed, when the boy was left at his house in 
as v G 1812, The memorandum ran thus :—* The child is already 
4 Ne >| baptised. You must give him a surname yourself. You 
h, 1888. | { G any | =i must educate the child, His father was one of the Light 
f Fund. = hg: n° | / J 1M PROVED a k — Horse. When he is seventeen years old, send himto Nurem- 
yiso great 4 ; — eeap BUSTLEJ {-/ HW . iH "AN berg to the 6th Regiment of Light Foot, for there his father 
ery body = £ tye a f ; ‘i a also was. I ask for his education until he is seventeen years 
of “The j : R gt (we Ss j x old. He was born on the 3rd of April, 1812. I am a poor 
rely men: 4 i s £ << y —-es a girl, and cannot support him. His father is dead. 
htfulnes:. ' = Se ‘i : Se! In this stranger's pockets were some coloured rags, & key. 
t ; ' & oe a paper of gold sand, a small horn rosary, and some religious 
Clown. SA . tracts, He wore a handkerchief marked “ K. H.,” and was 
ee =. able to write his name, “ Karl Hauser,” but he could only 
ad Corres: - é a speak one eonteore: “| will be : trooper a my eee) 
setain th ur (Excuse, me, Miss,” raid Fitzgig, “I'think yon _ 3. “But are they fitted with the patent swivel?’ 3. “By Jove! I feel lovely. Idon't know how 1 The soles of his feet vere as soft as the palms ols ete 
are to fix me up in a number 20, I can't simpered Fitzgig. “So deuced awkward, don't loo::. I wonder how many dear girls I shall hav but were all covered with blisters, which accounted for 
possibly manage less than 24.” know, when you sit down, if they are not.” i propose to me to-day !” dnamtel he youth. fs pain he evidently felt when walking. His gait was that of 
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a child learning to walk, and he could not walk without assistance, 
On examination it was found that his knee-joints, when the legs 
were straightened, instead of being a protuberance, formed a cavity. 

Gradually, under the care of a tutor, he learnt to speak with 
some slight intelligence. He then said he knew not who he was 
nor where was his home. As long as he could recollect, he had 
constantly lived in a sort of hole, which he sometimes called a 
cage, where he always sat on the floor with his back supported in 
anerect posture, The only human being he had known up to the 
time of his arrival in Nuremberg was his gaoler, whose face, how- 
ever, he had never seen. He knew no difference between day and 
night; but when he awoke from sleep, he founda loaf of bread and 
a pitcher of water beside him, Shortly before his removal the man 
placed a small table over his feet, and spreading a piece of paper on 
it, place.| a pencil between his fingers and pel his hand every 
day until he could write his name. He had never been taught to 
sav any other words than those already esis One day the man 
lifted him up and carried him on his back, after vainly endeavour- 
ing to make him walk, tothe gate of Nuremberg, where he left him, 

‘This extraordinary story created great interest, but no further 
clue could be found to the mystery, until some months later he was 
discovered in the cellar of his tutor’s house with a large wound on 
his forehead, and weltering in his blood, He was in a state of 
extreme terror, and, on being discovered, was seized with a strong 
augue, and afterwards lay senseless for forty-eight hours, A man in 
2 mask, he said, had gained admittance to the house, and had 
attacked and stabbed him leaving him for dead, 

This incident redoubled public curiosity respecting Hauser, for 
it was clear there was some terrible secret connected with him. 
Meanwhile, he pursued his studies with great success, and obtained 
the triendship and protection of Lord Stanhope at Anspach, where 
he was appointed clerk in the Court of Appeal. On the 17th of 
December, 1833, however, a stranger accosting him in the street, 
and promising to tell him the story of his birth, induced him to 
keep an appointment ina lonely part of the castle park. There, 
without a word, the man tanga a dagger into Hauser’s breast. 
Ile managed to crawl home, uttered a few words, and died, but 
every effort of the police to trace the murderer failed. 

.* 


* * * * * 

“T often think,” murmured the Blue-Eyed Babe, “that there is, 
too, a mystery surrounding my birth, Have you ever, Billiam, 
noticed the formation of my head?” 

“Often,” said William Higgins; “it's the same shape as the 
pertater in the window at ‘The Sloperies.’” 
(Next week a Dashing Highwayman, ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 


*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee tu 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS, 
or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 
purpose, 


Georce Dickson (Church Farm, Hendon).—Declined with 
thanks. —G. E. R.— Very funny, but no use.—EDWIN HOWARD 
(King Street, Cheapside).—Oh! Indeed !- GWENDOLINE.—Oh ! 
Ah! Ye-e-e-s, dear.——S. Evy (Nine Elms Lane).—Oh/! Are you 
jealous ?——J,. FEREDAY (Camden Street, Walsall).— Would you 
like to have the judging and awarding in your own hands? 80, 
step up. Eevryone all in good time, please, ——JNO. HEBB (Spring 
Gardens, S.W.).—You were weeks and weeks behind.——lRED 
CoATEs (Denmark Street, Newcastle-on-Tyne).—How foolish to 
ask if they were sent on, A. SLOPER, Bs, is the Honourable 
Friend of Man. —JENNY (Birmingham).—.Vany thanks, darling, 
Sor your dear, sweet letter, T. WEYMAN (Brewer Street, E.C.), 
—Declined with thanks. SYDNEY GALVAYNE,— dame Li ld 
enclosures.—— MOSES, MESSENTER, and LEvI (Houndsditch).— 
Uncle Boffin has placed the “comb” among the “Relics."——MRk3, 
MoysTon (Peabody's Buildings, 8.W.).—AJl the ae are gone 
long ago.—NEM0.—Declined with thanks.—H. B. RIGHETTI 
(Aylesbury Street, Clerkenwell Green).— We do not doubt your in- 
jallible hair wash has caused a heary growth of hair on the bust 
of ALLY, which you displayed among your bottles of Elixir, $e. 
— Forest HILt.—A little more than _ seven ——CAROLINE 
GREENE (Servant, Liverpool Road).—Mrs. Sloper says she can only 
answer you by directing your attention to your surname.—GUY 
FAWKES, Junr.—No thanks. We never think much vf anonymous 
correspondents. —ANON.— Thanks.——T. H. H. (Thanksgiving 
Buildings, Holborn).—No use, thanks, ——WILLIAM SMITH (Ros- 
cobel Gardens, N.W.).— The “ potato” has been placed among the 
“ Relics." ——PHILIP RICHARDS (St. Pancras Club).— Thanks for 
your communication, and much regret its, being crowded out. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, 


Forwarded toany pang the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-Sree : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE La BANQUE. 


roid Fae Ea 6, 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 


Most Suitable Reply to the following Original Question put by 
A. SLOPER to the fair sex generally— 


“WILL YOU BE MY VALENTINE P” 


All Offers should he accompanied by photograph of the lady 
placing her heart at the disposal of the Eminent, and addressed— 
“CUPID'S DEPARTMENT,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*,* The List will close SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 11TH, 1888, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=e 
“THERE'S a nice girl, Miss Brown; shall I introduce you?” said 
the hostess. “No, thank you. Her father has put all his money 
into Welsh gold mines, and I’m not sure that they'll turn out pro- 
titable,” returned the young man with a level head, 
*-* 


* 

THE undermentioned perfumes are peculiarly adapted for the 
parties alluded to, viz.:—The Home Rule demagogue, patchouli 
(Pat, you lie); a vacillating lover, epeponaz (oh, pop and ax); 
two old friends, Auld ylang Lang Syne; a successful bookmaker, 
ess bouquet (yes, Bookie); for the directors of a certain water 
company whose rates have risen, rese-water ; for the head of the 
family who has just been fined twenty shillings or twenty-one 
days, paraffin (pa,a fine). Eh, what? Paraffin isn't a perfume! 
Isn't it? Well, tt smells very strong, anyhow, so it ought to be 
one, However, we will make enquiries, and continue in our newt, 
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ee jx 
_ THIS is a trade-secret, which, though much practised, is very 
little acknowledged—In commencing life we try to get on. Having 
succeeded so far, we go in for the con.parative, and try and get 
honour, Having attained this also, we attempt the superlative, if 
we live long enough, and in our old age try to get honest. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 197.—The “ Scotch Lassie” Costume. 


Re: ovter (to minister prenckingy 
Excuse me, sir, but I must really 
request you to speak slower. Re- 


entiaet Tranrecent the Press, sir. 


Smith. You don't believe I've ever 
fished before? Why, the last time I 
was at the seaside I pulled up kippers 
he the dazen 


Trate Actor (to rival, who has been successful in usurping his place), Do 
you think to crow o'er my downfall, cur? t think that I, before whom 
people kneel, will stand thy leering face? No, rather would I hurl thy flesh 
through space, to wander with the moon and stars! 


| 


= = ONE OF THE DEFIANT IRISH M.P.'S. 


Correct portrait of McGooseley, wxvn during 
one of his most sober moments, 


p@ 


“He thinks of gallant deeds, 
and rests content.” 


PR U8! cae ~~ A 


(Saturday, February 4, 1893, 


“REALLY, my dear,” protested a young father, “I think », 
might wash baby’s hands.” “I've been washing them all the af, 
noon, Charlie,” replied his wife, “but I no sooner get them ¢|:, 
than he rubs them on his face and dirties them again,” 

= 

HE Total Abstinence people won't leave McGooseley alone, a; 
soccolisen the old man comes off second best with them. Last we! 
a Blue Ribbonite got him up into a corner, and started on the ¢, 
subject. “ Why don’t you drop that vile habit of whisky drinkir 
he exclaimed. “Think how it grows on you! Does it? 
McGooseley. “I wish | knew where ; I should be able to draw; 
off as | wanted it. Tell us where it grows, mister?" “Why. 9, 
your nose, my friend,” answered the disciple of the pump. “/;. 
covered with blossoms now, and you may be sure they will b.; 


fruit.” *,* 


“ SLOPER,” said a jocose friend, “what's the differen, 
Ri erenpl per and a pager eh? ‘Give it up?) Why, ra 
girls like the soldier because he’s red, but your paper's read becay, 
the girls like it, D'ye see? Eh? eh? 


ee 1 


* 
Youne men, avoid taverns, They're naught but thieves’ caverns, 
Listen how they served me, Then frees Rotel keep free : 

At the Royal Oak I was nearly broks 

‘And at the White Horse They showed no remorse ; 

At the Star and Garter [ was made a martyr, 

‘And to the Old Bell | soon bid farewell ; 

The Railway Hotel I found was a sell, 

And at the Naw Inn They sneaked all my tin; 

I found at the Grand My ruin they'd planned, 

So now I've decided (Though by some derided) 

When I travel about, And have to sleep out, : 

To keep out of the mire, So cheap lodgings I hire. 


* 
“Say, Ally, you remember that scaffold-pole you helped me 
carry home a Sunday evening? It’s burning beautiful,” co: 
dentially remarked Iky Mo. “ How do you burn it—cut it up in 
logs?” enquired the Venerable. “No; not much!” said Iky Mo 
“T’ve pushed it up the chimney, so that the end rests in the grat; 
and as it burns, 80 it falls down of itself. Beautiful ! S'elp me,; 
1 aint thinking of taking out a patent for it. 


cas 


* 
is the most useful animal known to ma 
Ever: rtion of him is put to some use. , 
Dagniring Juvenile, Pease, teacher, what do dey use his squeal 
for? ** 
* 


“WHat is a hippodrome, my dear?” asked Mrs, Clutterbuck, 
“It’s a—er—er—newly-discovered—er—er—ah—yes—a newly-(is 
covered animal, my dear—a mixture of the hippopotamus and the 
dromedary,” returned Mr. Clutterbuck, who knows everything, 
Ain't he clever, now! He's as good as a natural history book. 
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Teacher, The Pig 
1 
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* 
Reformatory Chaplain, Now, boy, a8 you don't know how to 
ra: w must ‘cen you. Kneel ows and say after me, “Ou 
‘ather——” P . 
Youthful Reprobate, Our Father! Wot, are we brothers, then! 
Chaplain ae a moment's hesitation). Yes, of course we are, 
ree ‘probate. Then I'm blowed if 1 don’t think you ought 
to be jolly well ashamed to treat yer little brother like this 'ere. 


* 

“On, dear!” said Mrs. Jones, “ I've got the toothache so badls.” 
“Why don't you go tothe Dental Hospital?” returned Mrs. Robit- 
son. “I was thinking about it.” “They're very clever there,” sui 
Mrs. Robinson, “and they spare no pains.” “Ah, that was what! 


was afraid of, and I can't stand pain, you know.” 


“T say, old man, if you don’t mind 
I wish a book for me you'd find— 
A novel well will do.” 
“Take this old Bible,” said his friend ; 
“There isn’t a book that I can lend bg 
More novel, Tom, to you.” 


* 

“ FISHING is one of the simplest arts known to man—anyone, 
even of the meanest capacity, may indulge in this sport—bu 
catching fish is a different thing altogether; and for in: ‘ormation 
on this point we must refer the reader to Isaak Walton,” —Zztract 
Srom Sloper's Cyclopedia. + 


Rehearsal at the Frivolity. e | 
First Young Lady (in back row, alluding to young stranger in 
Sront row), What large ears she has. 
Second Youn y. And how they stand out. 
First ditto, But that is sometimes an advantage. 
Second ditto, Indeed! 1 shouldn’t have thought so. 
First ditto, Oh, yes, dear! You see she can wipe the dust out ot 
her eyes without chal J to use her pocket-handkerchief. , 
(The pretty arlings! ey do love one another so: 
4‘ ; 


* 

ONE of Mrs. Penhecker’s habits is to lift up the valance and look 
underneath the bed every night previous to retiring to rest. One 
night last week she suddenly called out to her husband, who wa: 
putting out the parlour fire, “Oh, oh, quick, Penhecker! Theres 
aman under the bed!” “Glad you've found him at last,” mur 
mured P., as he made rapidly for the street door; “you've beeo 
looking for him long enough.” ’ 

(Jt was only a pair of P,'s boots after all. : 
. , 
= 

“ On, what dreadful weather this is, to be sure!" said Mr. Oldbor. @ 
shivering. “I am surprised at you grumbling, Mr. Oldboy,” said 7 
Jenks ; “aman of your age ought to be only too happy to have @ 
any weather at all.” + 5 ! 


“ EVERYTHING in life depends on energy. Seek well for wealth, 
and you will be wealthy,” asserted Mr. Dryasdust. “I understand, 
said his pupil; “if we seek well, wealth will be the sequel. 


» 
THERE'S a warm pair of slippers for hubby to wear, ‘ 
And a warm dressing-gown, and a warm easy-chair, 
And a pair of warm arms that will twine round his neck, 
And a nice little meal if he’s wishing to peck, 
Then who wouldn't be married if this is the life— 
All this comfort and tenderness, nothing of strife? 
But I fear me the life is not always like this, ; 
There is sometimes some vinegar mixed with the bliss ; 
And remember the bills, and the taxes and rates, 
And I've heard of scratched faces, also broken pates ; 
And you'll notice a married man don't often smile ; 
No, I think on the whole that I'd best wait a while. 

=* 

* 

“HERE, McGooseley, here's a question for you,” shouted the 
lanidord. What's the difference between an ale glass and 2 ©! s ‘ 
of ale?” “Why, th’ ale, of coursh,” replied McGooseley with 4" 
effort. + 


Mrs. CLUTTERBUCK cannot understand the outcry against the 
German bakers. She says they are the only means of a lone ey 
earning an honest penny down in the East-end, for they occuyt 
her bedrooms all day, turning out to go to work just before the 
other occupants come in for ‘be night, and thus she is enabled 
make double rent out of them. , » 

” 


. } 
IT is said that anything can be proved by means of logic a" 
with the assistance of etymology, The following, though old, Is 
not a bad specimen: Prove that pigeon-pie and eel-pie are alike. 
Pigeon-pie is derived from Pijohn pi. Pijack is synonymous A q 
Pijohn, and jack-pie is equivalent to pijack, and jack-pie is t" t 
same as pike-pie; now, pike-pie is a fish pie, and eel-pie is 4 fis 
pie; so pike-pie, otherwise pigeon-pie, is the same aseel-pie. Y.2.” y 
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turday, February 4, 1888.) 


e afte 
n cle TOOTSIE ON THE TURF. 
eae 
TIE GOODENOUGH, Lardi Longsox, and I have lately been 
Me, ap ing money matters over very seriously, and have e up 


our minds that 
something 
ought to be 
done. 

Lardi, who 
lives with her 
ma, says two 
quarters’ rent 
are owing, and 
she hasn’t a 
shoe to her foot. 

Tottie Good- 
enough, who 
lives also with 
her ma (most 
Well-Regulated 
Girls do), says 
supplies are 
stopped at her 
linend raper’s, 
and the trades- 
people all round 
are extremely 
impertinent; 
and she likewise 
is shoeless, 

My own fi- 
nancial position 
y is simply awful. 
= 1 haven't any- 
thing fit to be 
seen in. I will 
not go as far as 
to say that I 
I think the proper way to put it is 


=. 
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Tootsie consoling Charlie Wood 


not a rag to my back. 
rags are my only wear. 
Bob's meanness I believe [ have previously spoken, soif I add, 
that he is meaner than ever, you may form some faint idea how 
he is now. We girls, therefore, have asked one another what, 
end of February and March and April should be fine, we are 
unless it be lie in bed all day and pretend we are out of town. 
: have been staying at Brighton during the last week at the 
erbuck, d, Lardi’s Uncle Abraham having sent her twenty pounds for 
vly-di@iew Year's gift—a little late, yet still acceptalle—and she 
nd the ght that a change of air was absolutely necessary unless she 
y thing. ed to be stretched upon a bed of sickness; and being of 
Vk, jon that she would be dull alone, very considerately thought 
e and Tottie. Here we have been recruiting our shattered 
h, and have made numerous acquaintances, including Charlie 

and Georgie Barrett, and that was what caused us to come 
e conclusion that we ought to go in for horse racing and 

a pot of money, 
or fellows! They 
dears, as you may 
heard perhaps, re- 
ly lost their licences 
Dt licences to keep 
-halls or public- 
ps, or to drive carts, 
know, but to ride 
orses, as they were 
esterday two highly- 
pniable and pular 
It seems that the 
vy Club has the power 
fuse licences, and 
d to do various sur- 
hg things, as, for in- 
e, to settle satisfac- 
the little Durham- 
vynd business, The 
ey Club is not, how- 
you must know, a 
like Boodle’s, or 
e's, or the Pelican, or 
Kennel, or the Cigar, 
e Green Room, or the 
ge, or Arthur's, or the 
neum, But it’s a 
eudous institution, It 
orporate racing body 
uted at Newmarket 
bg the reign of George 
nd its decisions are 
ished in the “ Racing 
dar,” a work without 
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Tottie and Lardi take Georgie under their 
charge, 


. h the library of no 
d Hed Regulated Girl in- 
10 wai Ing to go on the turf is complete. ee 
‘here's mPa I understand, are Bi iherged uncommonly quiet just at this 
' mur: ular time of year on the turf, when the handicap entries have 
» been published, 80 the refusal of the licences to Wood and Barrett 


‘used quite a sensation, It is hoped, however, that George 
oon be forgiven of whatever crime he may have committed, 
be back again in the saddle, 

Vood can’t ride again, there is no particular reason why he 
Nd not own and run racehorses, although he probably would 
e personally countenanced on racecourses, It was the foulin 
Brighton Autumnal that is said to have settled Barrett, an 
3 “Nothing succeeds like success” is henceforth hardly 
y to be a favourite saying of Wood's, 

‘as reading the other day a memoir of Frank Buckle. Old 
was a splendid rider, and performed perfect miracles on 
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st the 
oman 
ccupy 
e the 
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ce and 
yl, i 
alike. 
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A nice little lunch, 


turf, but he only made about twelve hundred a year, a sum at 
ithe third-rate jockers now-a-days would turn up their noses, 
ight to tell you that Charlie, Georgie, Lardi and [ had Innch 
ther, and we have been already put on to some “ good things,” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SILVER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAT 
EVERY WEEK. 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH. 


Guaranteed to keep perfect time. 


With this week's “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
TWENTY “SLOPER” WATCHES 
will be giren away to Purchasers of the Paper only, 

Each watch will have engraved upon it a faithful likeness of 
A. SLOPER, Esq., Friend of Man, Cut cut and fill in the Label 
printed below, and post it to :— 

THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“The SToperic Oye 
99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 


~—_~ 


THE “SLOPER” WaAatTcH 


COMPETITION. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” February 4th, 1888, 


NBO ee eee ee ee x 
Address ... 


Occupation, If ANY 2.0.0... 
How many times applied ...... 


How long a Purchaser o, 
the “ Half-Holiday”’ 


The resultgof cach week's Competition will be published in” ALLY 
SLoper’s HALF-HOLIDAY.” Pre list for this week's Competition 
will close on Wednesday evening next, February 8th, 1888. The 
Result of the Competition of January BWth, 1888, will be published 
in the “HAtr-Houipay" for February Uth, 1888, 


*.” Specimen “ SLOPER ” WATCHES are on view at “ The Sloperies.” 


78th WEEK. 
RESULT OF JANUARY 21st COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 


“sSLOPER” WATCHES: 


1, ETTIE PARR, Actress, 13 Church Street, Westminster. Age, 24 years. 
Subscriber—2 years. LONDON, 

2, ALFRED STONF, Provision Dealer, 1 Woodbridge Terrace, Queen's Road, 
West Walthamstow. Age, 43 years. Subscriber—over 3 years. | 


NDON, 
3. JAMES EDWARD COWLEY, Publican, “The Plough Inn,” Mill Hill, 
Hendon, Age, 29 years, Subscriber—since the start. LONDON.’ 
4. R. THOMAS WHITLEY, House Painter, Bod Hyfryd. Age, 27 years. Su 
scriber—over 2 years, COLWYN. 
5. EDGAR GOODWIN, 25 High Street. Age, 18 years. sacar TP \. 
ANDOVER. 


3 months, 3 weeks. b 
6. JAMES SANFORD, Whitesmith, 125 Cambridge Street. Age, 36 years. 
Subscriber—1 year, 11 months. AYLESBURY. 


7. BANDSMAN C. EVANS, Ist Battalion Royal Lancaster Regiment. Age, 
22 years. Subscriver—12 months. BUTTEVANT. 

8. WILLIAM MANN, Clerk, Post Otfice. Age, 17 years. Subscriber—1 year, 
1 month. COUPAR ANGUS, 

9. ALEXANDER JOHNSTON, Schoolboy, 38 North Street. Age, 134 years, 
Subscriber—3 years. FORFAR. 

10, THOMAS AYLWARD, Coachman, Courtown House. Age, 22 years. Sub- 
scriber—over 1 year. GOREY. 

11, GEORGE C. FARRANT, Gardener, Vale Lodge. Age, 19 years. Sub- 
scriber—2 years. LEATHERHEAD. 

12, JAMES PATERSON, Printer, West Terrace. Age, 26 years. le teh ped 


since August 2]st, 1886. YSTON, 
13. THOMAS BULL, Smith, Kilmersdon Works. Age, 43 years. Subscriber— 

about 3 years, RADSTOCK. 
14. HENRY CARTWRIGHT, Hospital Orderly, The eae sy" Age, 23 years, 

Subscriber—2 years. HOEBURYNESS. 
15. R. GIBBS SMITH, Clerk, Verwood. Age, 20 years. Subscriber—since 


August, 1886. SALISBURY. 
16. JOHN CONNELL, Ticket Collector G.& 8. W. Railway, Raise Street. Age, 
16 years, Subscriber—22 months, 1 week. SALTCOATS. 
17, RALPH C. MORRIS, Photographer, James Street. Age, 28 years, | Sub- 
scriber—since February 9th, 1884, TENBURY. 
18. THOMAS WILKINSON, Grocer's Assistant, Deben Road. Age. 39 years, 
Subscriber—2 years, 9 months. WOODBRIDGE. 
19, ALBERT HUNT, Confectioner, Long Street. Age, 24 years, Subscriber— 
since No. 20. WOTTON-UNDER-EDGE. 
20. HENRY BELL, Engine Driver, Russell Street. Age, 28 years. Subscriber 
—2¢ years. WILTON, 


BALLADE OF OLD LADIES. 

“There are three classes into which all the women past twenty that ever I 
knew were to be divided—1, That dear old soul; 2, That old woman ; 3, That 
old wretch.”—COLERIDGE, 

THERE'S the dear-hearted darling old lady 
We've known now and then in our time, 
Who, though she is now on the shady 
And down-the-hill part of her climb, 
Is fresh as she was in her prime. 
Years cannot her charms ever thieve ; 
She shows that in merry-like chime 
Age sits on the daughters of Eve. 


There's the wicked old creature, now fady,” 
Whose heart is as hard as a dime; 
She once was a belle and a Haidee— 
The erstwhile young goddess sublime. 
But now she’s berouged as with grime, 
And somehow she fails to deceive ; 
She shows that like gaudy old mime 
Age sits on the daughters of Eve, 


There's the woman born goodness knows A.D, 
Who dabblee in slanderous slime 
(The worst sort of slander, has said he 
Who sings of the sea in his rhyme)— 
Her neighbours and friends (?) she'll belime 
With lies she ne’er ceases to weave ; 
She shows that as ugly as crime 
Age sits on the danghters of Eve. 


WouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLtDay,” the 
services of a Grapholonist of great skilland talent have been engaged. Readers 
destring a delineation of their character must snd a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual siqnature, and accompanied by a stamped adare: 
envelope (with the writer's own address), Ail letters must be dtrected to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Ansirers rill be posted direct to the adi resses given on Envelopes. No notice 
wtll be taken of anucommunication not compiuing with the abora requlations. 
Ansirers cannot he aunaranteed within fourteen days, but wilt be forwarded 
as early as possivie, 
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ON GUARD! 
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HE was a porter on the N.E.W. He hadn't too many shillings, 
He hadn't too much anything, except, perhaps, he had had too much 
of things 
in general at 
home, 

He had 
married, no 
one could 
tell exactly 
why, one of 
the prin- 
cipal “ extra 
ladies” at 
the Frivol- 
ity. You 
say he was 
an ass, Of 
course he 
was an ass, 
But then a 
good many 
fellows are 
asses, and 
yet very 
good fellows 
all the same, 
That was the 
case with 
our friend, 

He liv 
with his 
daughter in 
one of the 
back streets 
in the 
Borough. 

She was a fine-looking girl with a good deal of bustle in her 
manner, and a good «eal of bustle in her skirt. 

“Emmie,” her friends used to say to her, “you know your way 
about very well.” For my part [ don’t always take it as a compli- 
ment toa girl to say that she knows her way about. 

Yet her father thought well enough of her, “My Emmie,” ho 
would say, “is a wonderful girl.” 

“Emmie,” he said one day, as she gat lolling in the arm-chair 
displaying a good deal of stocking, and it must be owned, a very 
pretty foot, “ Emmie, you're a great comfort tome, It makes up 
to me for the worry your mother caused me.” 

“ Mother,” said Emmie, very coolly, “ bolted, didn’t she, pa?” 

“ Your mother left me,” he said, as if correcting his too confident 
daughter. “I daresay | was old-fashioned, and not very much to 
look at. She left me fora brighter fellow. 1 believe he ill-treate 
her, and all 
that. I’m 
sure [ tried 
always to be 
kind to her.” 

Oh, in- 
deed!” said 

Miss Em- 
mie, very 
coolly, “ you 
never ad 
much coin, 
you know, 

1, to take 

er about, 
and all that, 
People like 
to be took 
about, you 
know.” 

“But it 
they haven't 
got the 
money to do 
it with, thev 
must live 
respectable- 
like, and 
quiet, and 
make the 
best of 
things. IL 
can tell you 
this: you're 
all in the world I’ve got to care for. If you went wrong at all, 
I’m sure I don’t know what | should do.” 

“Oh, I'm all right, pa,” said Miss Emmie, confidently. “Let us 
have half-a-crown to buy a pair of gloves—that's to say, if you've 
got such a thing about you, o!d man.” 

The porter gave her the half-crown, and went without porter or 
fourpenny ale for a week to make up for it. 

It happened one night that he was suddenly shifted from his 
station to Clapham Junction, He stood on the platform looking 
at two or three men who were waiting for the Brompton 
train. 

“It's them sort of swells,” he said to himself, “that went and 
took my poor wife away from me. How | hate the sight of ‘em 
all, Curse 'em!” ; ; , 

This was perhaps very wicked of him. Still, I don’t altogether 
know that it 
was much to 
be wondered 
at. 

As he was 
standing on 
the platform 
a train came 
in. A man 
and girl 
were in one 
of the cars. 
They had 
the com- 
partment to 
themselves, 
The man 
had a waxed 
moustache. 
He looked 
about as 
thorough. 
paced a roud 
as you could 
well not 
wish for. 

The girl 
with him 
was Emmie, 
the porter’s 
daughter, 
The _ train 
moved on, 

“Thesame 
as her mother,” said the porter, moodily. 
nothing to live for!” 


“ Emmie, you know your way about.” 


Lolling in the arm-chair, 


ae. ae 
He looked a thorough-paced roud, 


“Now I have got 


* * » * # . 

The next morning the papers had a perseraph ahont a porter 
being killed on the line halt amile from Clapham Panetion, 

1 wonder i! it was a siicive! 
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THE DASHING MILITAIRE.—Aude Suldier, Say, Polly, are those kids yours, and are yer married? If not, don’t chuck yerself “ Those sparkling eyes, that face so 
Away on a civilian—ve're too good for him, Come round to the barracks, and we'll guit er, my beauty. : Coffee from her would be a treat.”—The Hon. Billy. 
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| FROGGY WOULD A-WOOING GO. 
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2. “Oh, you go along,” said the mashing frog ; “what 
do you know about it?” “Yah!” croaked the old 
lor, “ you young fellows won't be spoken to. Very 
well, very well, but don't say I never advised you.” 
And he turned on his heel. Then the gay young dog 
spread himself out for mashing more than ever. 


1, Once upon a time there dwelt in a little lake in 
the grounds of the Chateau or Bellancourt, a youn, 
who thought himself a deuce of a feHow. * Loo! 
here,” said an old bachelor frog, “you think your- 
self irresistible, don't yon? Well, all I can say is, 
beware of the female sex.” 


Heigho! when shall we get rid of this dreadful weather! 
parable friends, When the re-shuftling will take place I 
Sool to think to get away, You for your sins will have to 2 
ry strange :—The poor girl led a wretched life, ‘Twas noth 
usand workmen met their fate——“ All's well that ends wel 


§ ‘ ae 
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No. 11.—Dora FIe.prna. 4. And he proceeded to do so, with snecesa, ho 3, One morning, when abont to doa little fancy 5. Then this deuce of a batracian felt himself being 


thought, for she evidently looked with increased ad- natation, he espied a lovely creature on the bank. hauled out of the lake, and began murmuring, in the 
“Whoever loved that loves not at first sight ?"—The Dook Snook. miration upon him, At that moment he, too, felt he “Charming,” said he to himself. “Does she see words of the Laureato, “I am coming, my own, my 
on her is to love her, and love but her for ever."—Lord Bob. was fixed. “Dear me,” said he, as he floundered me? She does! I cannot fail to make an impres- sweet.” But when she carried him by the leg to the s 
|! ‘0 see 7 3 e # ° into deep water, “can this be one of love's arrows ? sion; I am so very handsome! I'll just fix her ChA&teau, and handed him over to the cook, he found, 2 
“ Her lips suck forth my very soul.”—The Hon. Billy. If so, it hurts rather.” with my eye.” when too late, that the old bachelor frog was right. IN THE DAYS OF AULD LANG SYNE. 
3 es ieee ee Se rd eee See Em OE TTS Was right 


Ye lowly housewife stealeth ye humble f; it; ye gond 
band carryeth ye horse-shoe before them fy irevext harm 
iing through their wickedness, 


THE ELDER’S CURLING PARTY. 


Pea 


— 
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1. At the end of a fine honep sil the Fider was making 


2.“ Al pit me font intilt this time.” velped the Laird. 3. There wes that benign look an the Elder's face as he 


“en Parking, Haw, weally, my boy, you—baw—ought 

“Tdia ; 5 4. Then the Laird did penance thus (with a fine old sate teservice, haw—— 
a govt chat, when that weeehod wasp of a Laird “‘Pdidna expect him ta gan throngh altez-tber, eame up that meant business, so the ladies cleared off — blunderhnss in attendance, and the Elder said, “Ye 2 ar. What the d—1 do yon mean, sir? Go into ser. 
bai i aaa one and Tl. Wooden-winde:d weasel, ve hae six mir canty cannels a elt Da you take me for a cook, or housemald, or 


Narjot” 
same 


| 
— | 


* How dare'you insult me! 


as bot: ay relptne 
ta cat befere ye gan yelping 
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i OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


1.” Heigho! when shall we get rid of this dreadful weather? Our climate seems to have got a bit out of order lately, Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter mixing themselves up as if they had become 
8 parable friends, When the re-shuffing will take place I don't know, but in the meantime I will proceed with business.—Zake care, O Czar, and don't be rash, Remember that you have mo cash = 
Sool to think to get away, You for your sins will have to pay :—His fist shot forth, the corporal fell, Now he'll two years in prison dwell :—.1 Royal romance is quite a change, Prince Oscar's conduct's 
ry strange :—The poor girl led a wretched life, ‘Twas nothing else but ceaseless strife :—Outside a church, a funny sight, The lad was quite within his right :—The water came at awful rate, Four 
usand workmen met their fate.—“ All's well that ends well,” so ta-ta——-THK SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
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IN THE DAYS OF AULD LANG SYNE. 
en) Ye lowly housewife stealeth ye humble faggot; ye good : \. \ oa 
band carryeth ye horse-shoe before them to prevent harm \ S | Her reserve 
ming through their wickedness, ; A ‘ H 
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Lam b speck fa the 
old man fe morrow 
“on Parkins, Haw, weally, my boy, you—baw—ought _ 
nd ‘ate pDerersice. haw—— Se 
- vroutes, What the d——1 do von mean, sir? Go into ser. 9 ; : : ; ; A i i ; ri 
Lf iileed ! De yon take AMS far a: COOK: (oc honseatushl: ae Tennyson gays, “Sweet is true love, thaygh given in vain;” Antoine de la Salle thinks that * Love is an egotism of two ;” and Ovid, that 
* How dare'you insult me! ! it is “A kind of warfare” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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FLORENCE CHISNELL seems determined, even if she misses the 
Other luxuries of this life, to have her fair amount of sleep, It 
seerns that about the middle 
of November last she went 
home and complained of 
feeling “rather tired and 
sleepy.” Flo, was advised 
by her relatives to toddle 
off to bed; but before she 
could do so her limbs be- 
came stiff and rigid, and 
she fell into what looked 
like a deep sleep, from 
which she has not at present 
awoke, The doctors don't 
seem to be able to tackle 
the case at all. They can 
manage a twenty-four hour 
snooze without difficulty ; 
but when it comes to nearly 
athreemonths' stretch, they 
look mystified, scr..tch their 
heads, and say nothing. 
At any rate, we will wish Flo. pleasant dreams, and hope that her 
parents are keeping tre back numbers of the “ H.-H." for their 
daughter's perusal when the happy day of awakening comes, 


=* 
* 


JAME3 WILLIAMS w’s one of the unemployed. He had no work 
todoand did not want any. Begging was more to his taste, and 
much easier; and s9 tong as he could earn ten shillings a day with 
which to enjoy himself he was very well pleased. But James’ tale 
after thirty years’ telling had grown rather rusty ; it played him 
false, and has just landed him into compulsory confinement for 
fourteen days, On his release James will no doubt have a fresh 
tale to tell, ote 

* 


AN unemployed Sheffield man, a few months ago, went to Aus- 
tralia, and on his way out made the acquaintance of a young 
woman, who formed a strong attachment lor him, Finding that 
he was already in the bonds of matrimony, she su; qeited that 
possibly the wife left at home would sell him to her, and he, 
jokingly, advised her to “write and ask.” She did write, and the 
wife replied that she was willing to sell him for £100, This figure 
was too high for the other woman, and she replied by a bid of 
£20, which was at length accepted. The money was sent, and a 
document drawn up in legil form, in which the wife relinquished 
all future claim to her husband for the sum named, The latest re- 
port is that the man and the woman have since been married, 
-* 
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A. SLOPER thinks that next to partaking of a dinner dedicated to 
temperance, the fate of the poor male thing who has to endure a 
feed at which all present talked Volapuk 
must be the worst. The Volapukists of 
gay Paris have just given a spread, and the 
menu rend as follows :—*Sup Modu Sarah 
Bernhardt, or Potage A la Sarah Bern- 
hardt; Beitils Modu Masséna, or Bouchées 
Q la Masséna; Lagut, or Saumon; Kolamit 
Modu Brodugan, or Filet de Boeuf a la 
Portugaise.” The after-dinner orations were 
spouted in the new universal language, and 
the guests yawned and gaped, No wonder! 

-* 


* 

PUGILISM is alive, oh! There is no 
doubt about the fact. Alf. Greentield not 
very long ago fought John L, Sullivan in 
America, and got beaten. Recently he had 
been out of practice, but he abhorred inac- 
tivity, so started knocking his wife about, 
The missis evidently did not like it, for she 
summoned her noble protector ; but, as she 
failed to appear in support of the summons, 
it was dismissed, and the patron and dis- 
ciple of the P.R. is again at liberty to 
resume active work. 

s.* 
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ALLY SLOPER, Alexandry Sloper, the 
Prince of Wales, and Justin McCarthy are 
learning to twang the merry banjo. The 
Eminent only breaks two anda half strings 
every thirteen minutes, which is not so bad. 
Beauteous Alexandry, when he strums, smashes up thirteen and a 
half banjos about every two minutes, The progress of the Prince 
and Mac is not reported, ee 

. 


THE Eminent longs with exceeding longingness for the time to 
come round when he can once more dip in the briny, and roll and 
gambol on the silvery sands, In the meantime he is glad to see 
that the Sea Water Supply Company is about to construct reser- 
voirs near to his happy, happy home at Battersea. The Blue-eyed 
Babelette exhilaratingly announces his intention of borrowing, 
unobserved, one of Billy’s fishing-lines, with which, and a crooke 
pin, he can tish for the toothsome cod, and the merry whelk and 
winkle, So mote it be! ve 

* 


THE little King of Spain has hell a /erée, and a special telegram 
informs us that during the ceremony, having nothing else to do, he 
cried. Exactly so. But it is greatly to be deplored that the tele- 
gram does not go more fully into particulars, For instance, it is of 
the greatest importance to know whether the business point of a 
pin, or the spiteful pinch of a nurse gal disturbed his otherwise 
serene majesty ; if neither, what, then, ailed him? Things like 
these should never be overlooked ; they are too valuable, 
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How poor old David Thewlis, of Batley, suffered no one can con- 
ceive ; but, alas! he had a little weakness. He liked his hair kept 
‘i long. His locks hung round 
about his head like a mop 
around a handle. One day, 
as he was performing his dail 
labour at the Alexandra Mill, 
his hair caught in the machi- 
nery, and was drawn in, his 
head naturally fo.!owed, and, 
sad to relate, the poor chap 
died, The lesson contained in 
the fate of this poor fellow is 
direct and straightforward. A 
man should not wear long hair 
like lovely woman, Members 
of the sterner persuasion should 
not trespass on the fair sex’s 
preserves, for if they do the 
consequences will be upon their 
own head. « « 
* 


ANOTHER 100-ton gun gone 
wrong—this time at Gibralter, 
It appears that the charge of 
shot, instead of cantering from 
the muzzle of the gun, idioti- 
cally thundered out at the 
other end, where it was not 
intended to, and plaved havoc to the tune of £1,500, It has come 
out that Lord Randy's mesion to Russia was to induce the military 
authorities to accept a tew of these 100-tonners, | But the Russian 
people are too wise to blow themselves to pieces, though they don't 
mind doing the good turn tor their Czar, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


THE Australian journalists seem to be quite equal to the Yankees 
at “pulling the long bow,” as the following, taken from one 0! 
their leading newspapers will show. 
“Prince Battenberg’s baby is at 
once to be made into a full-blown 
British admiral.” Another paper, not 
in Australia this time, but in China, 
states that “ Mr. Parnell, Mr. Gladstone, 
and Mr, ALLY SLOPER have been rudely 
cast into prison.” Bravo, Australia! 
Go it, China! Show the Yankees that 
you will not surrender the premiership 
to them without a fight. 

»-* 
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VoLAPUK will have many victims 
before it has done, This is a truthful 
account of what took place at Mildew 
Court last week:—“ My dear,” said 
Mrs. S. to her hubby, “you were very 
late in last night, or rather, I should 
say, early this morning, and you talked 
in your sleep.” “ Did 1, darling?” said 
Mr. S., beginning to feel uneasy, “* What 
did | say?” “Well, all 1 could make 
of it was ‘Ante up jackpot.’”  “ Pre- 
cisely,” said the late one, recovering his 
presence of mind, “1 had been discus- 
sing about the new language with rad 
friend Snook. The expression whic 
escaped my lips in my sleep means ‘God bless our home,’” And 
the wife was satisfied, *, 


“ Wuo the Dickins,” exclaimed A, SLOPER, excitedly, “has been 
taking my photo, and exhibiting it in sho windows without paying 
me a Tandeomse sum as compensation, | should like to know? 
At length the death-like silence was broken. “Why, _Dickins 
himself!” exclaimed the heir to the Sloper estates (including Mil- 
dew Court). The Eminent snatched from his son the cabinet 
photo over which Alexandry, Junr., was shedding unsweetened tears, 
and discovered that the best likeness that had ever been taken o: 
him is by Mr. J. Martin Dickins. of 12 Castelnau Villas, Barnes, 
and which, fortunately for an ever ungrateful public, can be had at 
any respectable shop where photograp 18 of celebrities are to be seen. 


= 
OH, for the old times back again! Years ago, the Pog ls aise of 
Warrington seem to have led a free and happy life, ree from the 
cares and worries of this life, 
and ready to snap their 
fingers at lovely females’ 
tyranny. They established 
a Lazy Club, where they 
used to cluster together 
every evening. Amongst the 
restrictions put upon all 
members was one prohibit- 
ing them to exert themselves 
in any way whatever, or walk 
more than a mile without 
resting. If a poor member 
was injured by his atfection- 
ate wife, he was entitled to 
receive ten shillings a week 
so long as he was incapaci- 
tated. Clubs of all kinds 
abound in London, but 
where, oh! where shall we 
find a meeting-place hke the 
one named? *,* 


THE American Govern- 
ment’s Naval Secretary in- 
tends giving a description of 
the vessels shortly to be 
added to the Transatlantic 
Navy. This announcement 
has created quite a boom 
among our cousins upon the 
other side of the pond, and 
no wonder. Thcy will soon 
be deep in the mysteries of 
anchor topsails, futtock 
booms, lee scupper shrouds, 
poop halyards, and bowsprit 
sextants, If our cousins 
have any poop halyards, bowsprit sextants, or futtock booms to 
spare, we should like a couple to ornament our front window. For 

race nothing excels a futtock boom. Planted in the garden early 
in the spring it blooms beautifully, and as a preventive of sore 
throats it is without its equal in the world, 

* 
* 


Two gasmen at the Four Courts, Dublin, went looking for an 
escape of gas with a naked light. They found it. Latest bulletin: 
One man killed, one man severely injured, roof trespassing in the 
next parish, and windows gone to smash, Not a bad recor of tive 
minutes’ work ! rir 
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WE read that “despite the strenuous efforts of magistrates, 
hydrophobia is assuming greater proportions, so much 80, indeed, 
that a donkey lately bitten began eating its own legs.” This is 
extremely interesting, but such an asinine tale requires no com- 
ment, so A, SLOPER is discreetly. silent. 

a 


HAVING an evening to spare recently, and thinking a few hours’ 
amusement would do him good, A. SLOPER weighed in at the Globe 
Theatre, and was very pleased to see ' 
the house so full. The Golden Lad- \ 
der seems to suit a great portion of 
the public exactly, as it ought to do, 
for it is written in G. R, Sims's most 
taking style. Wilson Barrett seems 
to revel in the character of the Rev. 
Frank Thornhill, and there is 
no doubt the part suits him 


a3 well as any he has taken Wey _ 
in his life, Miss Eastlake, ]'|@LOW3U 
too, seems to have caught | = 


the spirit of the play, and 
between them the piece rol- 
licks along ns well as any- 
one could desire, 

aah 
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A, SLOPER feels hurt—not 
about the body, but men- 
tally. The Statf of Mr. H. 
Newson Smith, Chartered 
Accountant and F.O.S., re- 
cently gave their eighth An- 
nual Smoking Concert, and 
omitted to invite the Emi- 
nent. In an account pub- 
lished in Zhe Financial 
World of the festivities, it 
says that in the unavoidable 
pence of Le eave AG 
chair was taken by Mr. Ed- 
win Thomas (Mr. H. N.8.’s Page 
right-hand man). Here is where the grievance comes in, If 
Newson was in Paris enjoying himself, why was the Friend of 
Man net asked to fill his place?) The Eminent would be sorry to 
give offence to anyone at 37 Walbrook—he loves them all too 
dearly—but hang it all, he does know something about accounts 
and liquidations, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
‘A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY 11TH, 1888, 


6th February, 1781.—When Lord Thomas Erskine, who this 
day successfully defended Lord George Gordon, was admitted a 
member of the Fishmongers’ Company he made an after-dinner 
speech on the occasion, On arriving home he said toa friend,—“ | 
spoke ill to-day, and stammered and hesitated in the opening,” 
“You certainly floundered,” was the reply, “but I thought you did 
so in compliment to the fishmongers.’ 

5th February, 1818,—Bernadotte, the founder of the present royal 
house of Sweden, who this day ascended the throne as Charles John 
XIV., never would submit to be bled, although the lancet was in 
his time in constant use by  ephmwecroe One day he suffered so 
much from feverishness that his medical attendant insisted on his 
being bled. The ming bea to give in, as he was told his life might 
be in danger; but before the operation the king made every 
attendant retire, and told the doctor he must swear never to tell 
what he saw upon his arm, The doctor having promised, the king 
pulled up his shirt-sleeve, and upon his arm was seen a Phrygian 
cap of liberty, with the device “ Mort aur Rois!” Only after his 
death was this record of Bernadotte’s early democratic days revealed, 


6th February, 1685.—King Charles 11. died this day, aged 
fifty-four, There is a curious trait in the personal character of 
Charles II. “He took delight,” says Mr. Evelyn, “in having a 
number of little spaniels follow him, and lie down in the bed- 
chamber, where he often suffered the bitches to puppy and give 
suck, which rendered it very offensive, and indeed made the whole 
Court nasty and stinking.” The breed of dogs called “Spaniel” 
came from’ Hispaniola, in the West Indies—hence the name. It 
was the belief of many at the time that Charles IT. was poisoned. 
It is, however, pretty certain that he died of apoplexy, the only too 
probable consequence of his excesses. ‘ 

6th February, 1721.—Christian Henry Heineken, the Wonderful 
Boy of Lubeck, was born this day. He had not completed his first 
year of life, when he already knew and recited the principal facts 
contained in the Five Books of Moses, with a number of verses on 
the Creation. In his fourteenth month he knew all the history of 
the Bible. In his thirtieth month, the history of nations, of 
antiquity, geography, anatomy, the use of maps, and 8,000 Latin 
words, 


eo 
7th February, 1729.—Jemmy Spiller, that “ Right Comical 

Lord Chief Joker” and “Choice Spirit” of the day, who died on 
this date, was a constant frequenter of “The Bull and Butcher,” 
Clare Market. His convivial powers were the delight of the merry 
butchers of Clare Market, the landlord of whose house of call, a 
quondam gaoler but a humane man, deposed the original sigu of 
“The Bull and Butcher” and substituted the “ Head of Spiller. : 
A poetical butcher would not let him descend to the grave “ with- 
out the meed of one melodious tear.” 

“ Down with your marrow-bones and cleavers all, 

And on your marrow-bones ye butchers fall! 

For prayers from you, who never prayed before, 

Perhaps poor Jemmy may to life restore. 

What have we done, the wretched battys cry, 

Thai the only man by whom we lived should die? 

Enraged, they gnaw their wax ond tear their writs, 

While butchers’ wives fall in hysteric fits ; 

For sure as they're alive poor Spiller’s dead, 

But thanks to Jack Legar, we've got his Head. 

He was an inoffensive, merry fellow, 

When sober, hipped; blythe as a bird when mellow.” 


he 

8th February, 1819.—The Morning Post of this date contains 
the following advertisement, “That Phenomenon, the unequalled 
Devonshire Giant, or British Colossus, who has had the pleasure 
of being visited by so numerous and generous a public, to whom 
he has given perfect satisfaction, They all allow him to be the 
finest man ever exhibited in London, for which he returns his 
sincere thanks, and informs them that he has left Pall Mall and 
is now exhibiting in an elegant room, No. 194 Strand, opposite 
St. Clement's Church, every day from ten o'clock in the morning 
until eight in the evening. Admission to ladies and gentlemen, ls, 
Servants and children half-price.” 

8th February, 1674.—A resolution was this day adopted by the 
English House of Commons that a standing army is a grievance, 
and that the king should have no other guard than the militia. 


ce 
Oth February, 1649.—A few devoted cavaliers attended the 
burial of Charles I. on this day, and noticed the coincidence between 
the coronation and the funeral of their master. On the former 
occasion, the King chose to appear in a white robe, though this 
was opposed by his friends as contrary to the practice of his pre- 
decessors and to popular ideas, for purple was considered the colour 
appropriate to sovereignty. He was reminded that, of two excep- 
tions to the rule—Richard [1. and Henry VI., who wore white satin 
at their coronations—both had come toa violent end. But Charles 
persisted in his purpore. The third “ White King” was crowned, 
and he went to his grave in his favourite colour. The snow fell 
heavily at the time, so as to cover the pall with a silvery mantle, 
by we passage of the bier from the Castle to St. George’s Chapel at 
Yindsor, 


ee 

10th February, 1840.-—-The Queen was this day married to 
Prince Albert. On the occasion of the marriage, the people of 
East and West Pennard, in Somersetshire, in the Cheddar district, 
resolved to incorporate their loyalty in a mighty cheese, to be 
presented asa bridal offering. The cheese was made, and graciously 
accepted by Her Majesty and Prince Albert. It weighed eleven 
hundredweight, was nine feet four inches in circumference and 
twenty inches deep, and was the produce of seven hundred and 
tifty cows, The farmers, after the presentation, asked permission 
to exhibit it, hoping to make some money, They took it from the 

lace for that purpose, and in the end Her Majesty uaturally 
declined to have it back. The exhibitors quarrelled among them- 
selves, the cheese got into Chancery, and never got out again. 

10th February, 1845.—Captain Burton, of the 17th Lancers, was 
this day tined £50, as the owner of a monkey which had attacked 
the wife of a market-gardener near Hounslow. 


llth February, 1763.—William Shenstone, the t, died 
this day at his celebrated residence at Leasowes, near agley, in 
Worcestershire. Shenstone was celebrated as a landscape gardener 
as well as a poet. 
“Oh, earth ! to his remains indulgent be, 
Who so much care and cost bestowed on thee— 
Who crowned thy barren hills with useful shade, 
And cheer'd with tinkling rills each silent glade ; 
Here taught the day to wear a thoughtful gloom, 
And there enliven'd Nature's vernal bloom, 
Propitious earth ! lie lightly on his head, 
‘And ever on his tomb thy vernal glories spread.” 
Shenstone was buried under a plain flat stone in the churchyard 
of Hales-Owen, Shropshire. 
llth February, 1844.—On this day, at Bolton, the keeper of a 
menagerie, on entering one of the dens, was set upon bya leopard, 
and worried to death, 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 wilt be paid by Mr. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 
prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, ” tothe 
Servants 


neat-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl ( Railway 
on duty eas who should happen to meet with his or her death 
ina Railway Acctdent, in any part of the United say ae 
PROVIDED a copy of the current vssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houipay" #8 found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” ta published every Thursday 
morning at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
tome, expiring at 10 o'clock the follawing Thursday MOTRING. 


Saturday, February 4, 1888.) 


VICTORIA! GOOD GRACIOUS! 


I'vE heard a man 
gay who resides 
at Stoke Pogis 

(Brown his re- 
— name 


a mortalia 
ctora cogis 
uri sacra 
James? 


Which means that 
the thought of 
a bag full of 
cash 
Has a flavour 
more_ luscious 
than honey, 
And there's noth- 
ing so_ wicked, 
outlandish, or 


rash 

That a man will 
not venture for 
money. 


It may have been so at an earlier date, ; 
When much was achieved by the aid of it, 
But the coinage has grown so unsightly of late 

That a miser may well be afraid of it. 


That money's the root of all evil, we see— 
The fact’s not less woful than true ; 

But the men of the mint are resolved it shall be 
The root of all ugliness too. 


Victoria! Good Gracious! Was ever on coin 
So disgraceful an effigy seen? é ies 
Base coiners, avaunt! All the land will enjoin 
That you shan’t make a guy of the Queen. 

ees 


THE TAKING CHILD AGAIN. 

JUBILEE was bei ig exhibited the other afternoon after dinner, 
and the visitor, as \.sual, was asked, “ Whodo you think he is like?” 
“Oh, he takes after you, ALLY,” replied the guest. ‘That's a bad 
look-out for him,” remarked puecnedrr edging towards the door. 
” bit so?” enquired ALLY. “Why, if he’s got to take after father, 
he'll find precious little left to take as is worth having.” 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manis now giving Two Substantial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
one to a Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
és to cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to:— 


ALLY’S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it is a Lady or Gentleman applying. 
SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


" Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” Febraary 4th, 1888, 
Name. 
Cl 


®“ Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
53rd WEEK. 


RESULT OF JANUARY 21st COMPETITION. 


The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 
1, DI. FORBES, 1 Avenue Villas, RAMSGATE. 
A OASE OF SCISSORS. 
2. W. MATTHEWS, 9 South Street, Queen's Road, Battersea, LONDON. 
A PAIR OF BRASS OANDLESTICKS. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be inserted in this column free of 
charge, provided the Sender's Name and Add ressare enclosed with the 
Advertisement, not for publication, but asa guarantee of good faith, 


Address—TOOTSIE, “ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


A YOUNG LADY, aged 19, medium height, dark, of loving and 
cheerful disposition, domesticated and accomplished, wishes to correspond 
with a dark gentleman, fond of dancing, with view to matrimony. Not par- 
Ucular to age, but must not be under 22, Address—“ GERTRU DE,” “ TOOTSIE'S 
MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
peabteeeesa ir isto ileal ceca ine aletaecatesaeniboieaiobie tan 


GENTLE MAN, editor and proprietor of a provincial newspaper, 
would like to correspond with a young lady with a view to matrimony. 
Advertiser has an income of £250, which he will gladly share with any eligible 
young lady. | Address, with photo (which, if not approved of, will be returned ), 
Bon,” “Toorsié's MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 
Lane, London, E.C. 


orescence ge eee ee PE ee eee ees 
RoE, tall, fair, and accomplished, considered very handsome: 
it aged 20, Violet, aged 19, medium height, dark, good-looking, of merry 
‘ lsposition, wish to correspond with two young gentlemen. Must be tall and 
a good appearance, Send photo, and address—“ Rose or VIOLET,” “ TOOTSIE’S 
AIATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


TAFF-SERGEANT in an Infantry Regiment would like to 
see ie ace with a view to matrimony, with a nice-looking young lady 
te hd” © 23 years of age. Money no object, as the gentleman is in a position 
= cep a wife. He is 29 yeas old and passable in looks, Please enclose photo, 
N ‘ich will be returned if not approved. Address —“ LEO,” “ TOOTSIE's 
NATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


> FN. 
a NG LADY, aged 18, tall, brown eres and hair, good figure, 
to onr ‘lr complexion, considered very pretty, thoroughly domesticated, wishes 
is Bie earl aeAlae a Pept with view to matrimony. Photo, if possible, 
»” “ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONI sENCY,” “The § ries,” 99 Shoe 
Line, London, E.C. aISs ONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 


“.” NOTE.—Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and post-free, to 

A cenard unopened, to the partics interested, pig bree seed Ue!) in 

2 is tv the above advertisements, Advertisements alread y received, 
ch do not appear above, will appear as soon as space admits, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITORS LETTER-BOX. 


— es 


*,* In consequence of the enormous number of letters reecived, we 
are unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire ; 
but the Editor wishes to assure his Correspondents that all 
letters of importance and intercst, and of moderate length 
will be sure to sind a place ultimately in his Letter-Boz, and 
he therefore invites correspondence on all subjects, 


KIRKHALL, ARDROSSAN, January 12th, 1888. 
Dear ALLY,—In any of the many accounts or trials of Mungo 
Campbell in my possession there is no reference to the lines you 
quote under the heading of “The Poacher,” which appeared in the 
“ HaLr-HOLIDAY”" a short time ago. Neither do I 
of them in my father’s MSS, (who was 13 years old at the trial of 
Mungo Campbell), Further, Campbell had a wife and daughter at 
the time, Thus, taking all into account, strong proof would require 
to be adduced by your writer before the lines given by him can be 
received as applying to Mungo Campbell. Yours truly, 
HUGH F. WEIR. 


Lonpon, January 14th, LEAP YEAR. 
DEAREST ALLY (PRIDE OF MY HEART),—Excuse the familiarity 
I take by addressing you as such, but pene iaey Year | thought 
I might express the deep affection which | r towards you. We 
r feminine sex only have an advantage of proposing once in 
our years, so when that time appears it seems like a great anni- 
versary. For my sake, sweet one, get divorced from the present 
Mrs. Sloper. You cannot really perceive what pleasure it is for me 
only to catch a glimpse of your sweet blue eyes. Your very face is 
beauty itself ; and now being Leap Yrar, | venture to express my 
admiration of your notable self. If you would only grant me the 
position of being your loving partner in life | would do a mother's 
rt by sweet little Jubilee—the very image of your beautiful self. 
ou may skilfully manage to provide ag present wife with enough 
maintenance to live comfortably with Tootsie and the rest of the 
Family ; but little Jubilee (bless his little heart) must come under 
my care, if you will only grant my request. Oh, dear ALLY, if you 
don't return my love I shall do something desperate: then think 
what a shadow would hang over your life. It is true I have no 
property of my own, and my fortune does not exceed £80 per 
annum; but s 


nd any notice 


Tf thou wilt take me as I be, 
Sweet ALLY, I'll be true to thee, 
I vow to love you evermore 
As no one ever loved before. 


How I long to receive your answer, dear one. Don't keep me 
long in suspense, for my heart is aching now. Hoping I may stand 
first in your estimation, I remain, dear ALLY, your most loving and 
devoted admirer, GERALDINE FRITZADEN, 


CHATHAM, January 16th, 1888. 
DEAR Mrs. SLOPER,—The world at large seems to have quite 
forgotten that Tootsie has a Ma, and although | must admit your 
daughter is a beautiful creature, I do not overlook the fact that she 
inherited her beauty from you, for, notwithstanding the Friend of 
Man is noble and grand in intellect and character, yet, to the eyes 
which look into his face for beauty, there is decidedly nothing to 
admire. To my taste, you are the handsomest woman in the world. 
I have gazed upon the sirens of the far East. Chinese or Japanese 
loveliness fades when compared with thine; Grecian, Italian. 
French, the beauties of Spain and Portugal, the handsome ladies of 
Sierra Leone, and the charmers of Rio-de-Janeiro, are not to be 
compared with you. I love you, Mrs. Sloper. Oh, how I love! My 
heart is thine. But I'm married—and she approaches! * «#* «# 
LaTER.—She has gone out to get a bloater for my tea, and is sure 
to buy the saltest in the town, and I am free again to write to my 
adored. How, can I ask, will a meet me?—or stay! can't you 
arrange to give ALLYatreat? Give him twopence, send him to the 
“Sloper Arms,” and let me call to offer you @ bottle of “ Unswect- 
ened,” I saw ALLY recently, but must not tell you whom he was 
with, not wishing to mar your happiness. He was enjoying him- 
self, and said he was sorry to leave, but his “old gal” (that is what 
he called you) wanted him at home. 
Yours devotedly, W. O. B, 


LEEDS, January 17th, 1888. 

Dear KING OF PUNSTERS,— Many thanks for your “ Award of 
Merit.” It is a beautiful design, and I shall greatly prize it. 1 
shall take it with me on my tour to exhibit, and spread your fame 
abroad. Your venerable old features seem to be the most prominent 
idea in the design. Is the ruddy nose copyright, or is it a mark of 
distinction from the Boozing Club? If so, I think you take the 
cake, and I can safely say you are the World-Renowned Prince of 
sonete Give my kind ropecds to Tootsie and my respects to 
McNab, and don’t forget that little maxim that “There's many a 
slip ‘twixt a2 and lip.” 


aithfully yours, ARTHUR E. BENTON, F.O.S8, 


LONDON, January 18th, 1888, 
DEAR ALLY,—As I wish tocomplete mv collection of * SLOPER,” 1 
would give 6d. each for Noe. 1, 2, 5, 6, 7,8, 9, 11, 12, 16, 17, 18, 20; 3d. 
each for 21, 22, 24, 28, 33, 34, and the two Christmas Numbers for 1884 
and 1885, and 2d, each for 36 and 45. Would any of your readers 
that have them, and wish to part with them, kindly write me to 
your care? Of course I only want one of each number, and would 

give preference to those who have most of the numbers | want. 
Yours truly, “COLLECTOR.” 


"ARRY IN A FIX. 
WER, os sent her ‘Arry | Said elds “He's so beauti- 
‘ort ul, 
Through foreign lands to So chivalrous, so free, 
roam. They're sure to take him for a 
While she, like poor Penelope, lord 
Sat ruefully at home, Wherever he may he.” 
She little thought she'd have to | Alack-a-day! on Gallic sense 
pipe You never can rely ; 
Her pretty little eye Despite _ noble looks, they 
t 


To find that stupid Gauls mis- 00 
too Poor 'Arry for a spy. 
Her ‘Arry for a spy. When ’Arriet heard the dread- 
The nose of Jove, a squint like ful news, 


Mars 
To threaten and command 
Were ineffectual to make 
The Frenchmen understand 
That ’Arry was a gentleman, 
Though not of lineage high 
And so they took—alas, the 
day !— 
Poor *Arry for a spy. 


Which horrified the town, 
A single feather had sufticed 
To knock the lady down, 
“TI do not care to live,’ she 
cried ; 
“Tam resolved to die: 
What's life to me if men mis- 
take 
My 'Arry fora spy?” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSAN DS. 


Wuy would anyone be justified in thinking that SLoPER's cat 
grew considerably every day?—Because Mrs. Sloper has to let it 
out every evening. 

HERE is another of the strange inconsistencies of human nature: 
If you smoke a cigarette too long, it becomes too short. Furny, 
isn’t it? 

“WuHatT were the Dark Ages of the world?” enquired a school- 
master, ‘The ages afore gas was invented, sir,” replied the pupil. 

“YER bloomin’ higrant tlatteded loutu,” shouted Mr, Nouveau 
Riche, finding fault with his servant. “Ah, Mr. Riche,” said an 
acquaintance, “I wish I could speak German like you do.” 

“CoULD you oblige me wth, the time, please?” enquired a 
stranger. ‘ It’s—er—er—er—just—er—er—a quarter of an inch to 
—er—er—er—tive,” stammered the youth with his first watch, 


39 


By the Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “Fancy. © Goed- 
Write Soon!” “ Not Nicely, but to Sell,” and “ Black 


bye, 
as her Hose is She.” 
eee 
CHAPTER V.—(Continued.) 
Bor there is a better understanding between them than of yore, 
Jill waits anxiously, with beating heart, for the matutinal insult, 
and Jack is 
disturbed 
and ill at 
ease should 
no caustic 


rndeness 
greet his re- 
turn, 

Ever and 
enon in her 
idle mo- 
ments Jill 
recalis the 
doctor's 
cruel words, 
“If ever I 
marry you 
—blow me 
tight!” In 
imagination 
she pictures 
the doctor 
leading her 
tothe matri- 
monial altar, 
and then 
immediately 
fultilling his 
fearful vow. 
Would _ it 
kill him, 
she asks 
herself, or 
would he 


“Ob, you two donkeys !", 


still survive in that unnatural state ? : 
Thank goodness, I shall soon be of age,” says Jill, aloud, “and 
can quit this hateful house.” 
“T wish it were next week,” says Jack. 
“The sooner the better,” snitis the head, emerging from the 
bundle of shawls, 

“Fly away, Jill,” croons the doctor, vaguely calling to mind some 
long-forgotten childhoods sport. 

“Who are you Jill-ing?” cries his ward, indignant. ‘ You're only 
a Jack yourself, and Jack's not even a John—only a demi-john.” 

“That's more than a gill, anyhow,” and the doctor chuckles, 

“Oh, you two donkeys!” grunts the hidden head, 

“ Don't mind my sister—she's often rude to me,” whispers the doc- 
tor to Jill. 

“So she is 
to me,’’ 
smiles Jill, 
me the fads 

y glow 
flushes her 
cheeks at 
this similar- 
ity of suffer- 
ing, this 
bond of 
union uni- 
ting her to 
her guar- 
dian. 

‘*Tt’sa 
very unplea- 
sant habit,” 
says the doc- 
tor. 

“ Horrid!” 
answers em- 
pvhatic Jill. 

“T can’t 


learnt it.” 
“From you 

I should 

think.” 

The con- 
torted doc- 
tor writhes, 

“Hold your tongues, you babbling idiots,” cries a muffled voice 
swathed in shawls. 

That night, as the weary Jill lays her head upon the confidertial 
pillow, she sobs to the friendly bolster, 

“ He said, ‘If 1 ever marry you—bub—bub—bub—blow me, tut~ 
tut—tut——’” 

She cannot complete the painful sentence. 


CHAPTER VI.—BtIss. 
“ Jack and Jill went up the hill.” 


JILL is back in her old country home. She has passed the magic 
ooundary of one-and-twenty, and is her own mistress. 

When she leaves her guardian’s house she turns upon the door- 
step with 
a disdainful 
nose soaring 
heaven- 
ward, and 
an under-lip 
contempt- 
uously pro- 
truding, as 
she ex 
claims, 
“Ugh!” 

The doc- 
tor retorts 
from the 
door-mat 
with ascorn- 
ful “Bah!” 
and twirls 
upon his 
pivot heel, 

From an 
upstairs 
room the 
muttled  sis- 
ter is under- 
stood to 
mutter from 
her shawl 

swathings, 
“Good rid- 
dance of bad 
rubbish.” 

This is 


Jill's departure? 


The ribald vernacular of the district. 


Jill’s departure from her guardian's honse, 

Her return to Clatterbeck is not the triumphal entry she expects. 
She is almost forgotten by the peasantry, and when she condescend- 
ingly snubs a village lad, he retorts in the ribald vernacular of the 
district, (To be concluded next werk.) 


40 
THE “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 12.—LORD CHARLES BERESFORD, F.O.S. 


**Twas on a wild, weird, wintry November day, in the 
part of the present century. The wind was humming 
with unrelentiess fury, the thunder was rollicking about the 
lghtning-lit atmosphere like a broadside of cannon out for 
a night's carouse. In the midst of all these little p 
Lord Charies was born. Ata early age 
whether the budding boy should 
sailor, The coin was spun; his fate was sealed—a eallor he 
was doomed to be. His first experience of the sea was on a 
barge asa sort of conl-shifter. This vocation seemed tosutt his 
abilities exactly, as it was noticed from that time forward his 
relatives were never short of a good supply of the tle 
warmth-provider. After many adventures, Lord ‘les 
Dloomed on to a man-of-war, which ha ed to be one 
A. SLOPER was taking charge of during the 
captain. From that time his fortune was made, for, starting 
as ncabin-boy, he speedily rose to his present position. Chiefly 
for his dare-devil spirit, he was created F.0.S., and the‘S' 
Award of Merit’ presented to him, September 12th, 1885."— 
Debrett improved. 


Old Sponfkins (reading ram). “Wife had twins this 
morning.” Hurrah! there's in the old dog yet! 


AT A_BURLESQUE REHEARSAL. 
Rat, Cheese it, Sally! don’t run, but come and give mea 
cuddle. Don't yer know me? I'm yer husband ! 


—— 


ts [i agg 
fi " 


AT A MATINEE.—The sole occupier of the stalls. 
(The next morning the datlies will come out babbling about 
crowded house, brilliant assemblage, etc. 


(Saturday, February 4, 1888. 


THE GAY CIGARETTE-ISTS. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


LECT IN SPELLING, 
‘ SOR AIRING HIS FRENCH. 


Bod. You don't mean to say you 
‘a ballet girl). Don't I, 
think by the sme 


A PAINCT)FUL CASE. 


oki 


“Two café-au-lait, waiter—without milk.” 
“Yessir. ’Ave any coffee with it, sir?” 
. * . 


* * s 
[ Which, when she got that good man outside——  » *» #& aft Fool!" 
[Bounerr vows never to try the French language again, as he thinks the ; PSS > 
stupid native wait-re don't even understand their own language, Buggins, Well, I don't know what is the matter, but I can't manage 


Mr. Bouncer says man was only created to drag poor unprotec to paint a picture anyhow, although I managed to paint our fow!'s 
woman down to the lowest depths of degradation, house with the very same paint. Can't make it out! 


CANINE PROVERBS. 
Dedicated to Messrs. Snatcher and Toddles, 


She, 


NE this Maxim doesnt hold ope 


la. SirChartes Warten has destroyed ck? 
- 


down with Rone, 


must expect to 
RB risewtth fleas” 


= 
Wind dog wont bork al the 
moon. 


7 ie Pe Se ‘ 
__ ket cletping doaglre — (Quite so! sprrally, xf thew 
murrled are hung, Up 5) 


Theyre horns eornpo Y 
that tak he ‘ 


J hom shor 


nue = 
Marralive” — 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


(February 4th, 1888. 


“HOW THE POOR LIVE.” 
GEORGE R. SIMS. 


CHAPTER XI. 


To get an odd_ job at the Docks is often the last hope of the 
labouring men who are out of regular employment, and to whom 
the acquisition of a few shilli for rent, and the means of sub- 
sistence for themselves and families, is a task fraught with as much 
difficulty as were some of the labours, the accomplishment of which 
added in no inconsiderable degree to the posthumous fame of 

ercules. 
aren it is borne in mind that sometimes at the West India Docks 
—taking one for example—as many as 2,500 can be taken on 
in the morning, it will be easily understood that the chance of 
employment draws an immense concourse of men daily to the 


es, 

errno time to see what I venture to think is one of the most 
remarkable ter in the world, is an hour at which the general 
public is not likely to be passing by. : 

Sometimes the hands are engaged as early as four, but it is gene- 
rally about six o'clock that the quay-gangers ascend the rostrums 
or elevated stands which are placed all along the outside wall, and 
survey the huge crowd in front of them, and commence to call 
them out for work, and send them into the different docks where 
the good ships lie, with their vast cargoes, waiting for willing hands 
to unload them. 3 : 

The pay is fivepence an hour, and the day's work lasts for eight 
hours. It is miscellaneous, and a man is expected to put his hand 
to anything in the shape of loading or unloading that the occasion 


may require. - 2 

Stand outside the Dock gates any morning about six, and you 
will have plenty to study among the vast crowd of men, more or 
less dilapidated and hungry-looking, who fill all the approaches 
and line the banks in front of the rostrums, 

Many of them are regular men, who are called “ Royals” and 
who are pretty sure to be taken on, their names being on the 
ganger's list, and called out by him as a matter of course. These 
men show signs of employment, and differ very little from 
the ordinary labourer. The strangest part of the crowd are the 
ragged, wretched, woebegone-looking outcasts who are — 
and whose last hope is that they may have the luck to be selec’ 
by the ganger. any of these come from the distant parts of 
a ang i alg po eo ape ne ~~ an Oe 

Jest. Some of them have tram and flung themselves 
down to sleep at the arent Dock gates in the early dawn, determined 
to be in the front rank. 

They are of all sorts, sizes, and conditions. Among them is the 
seedy clerk, the broken-down betting-man, the Secnannee soldier, 
the dismissed policeman, the ticket-of-leave man, the Jack-of-all- 
trades, the countryman, and the London rough. An enormous pro- 
portion of the rani men are Irish and of the ordinary la! ng 
class, but now and then a foreigner or a negro crore up among the 
crowd, One man there is among them who wears his rough jacket 
and his old battered Lone bear with a certain air of gen lity, and 
whose features are strangely refined when compared with the coarser 
lineaments of those around him, 

In the Docks they call him “the nobleman.” He isa 
by birth and education, He can swear, I believe, in four languages, 
and, as a matter of fact, is the son of a baronet, and has a right to 
he called “sir,” if he chose to demand it. Into the sad story which 
has brought about this social wreck it is no business of mine to 
enter, though to the friendly Dock police and to the gangers the 
baronet is ready enough to tell it. 

The baronet can work, in spite of his , as well as any of 
his mates, and the Sregence an hour isa God-send tohim. Strange 
are the stories of vicissitude which many of these men can tell. I 
have said it is the last haven of the outcast, and by that I do not 
mean to imply that all dock labourers are destitute, but that 
among the huge crowd of outsiders who come daily to take their 
chance are many of those who form the absolutely most helpless 
and most hopeless of the London poor. No character is required 
for the work, no questions are asked ; a man can call himself any 
name he likes: go long as he has two hands and is willing to use 
them, that is all the ik Company require. Among these men 
are hundreds of those whose cases are so difficult to deal with in 
respect of house accommodation, They are the men who have to 
pay exorbitant rents for the filthy single rooms of the slums, and 
whose fight with starvation is daily and hourly. They are the 
men corning ous livelihoods who are objected to by the 
managers of all the new Industrial Dwellings, which have avert 
away acres of accommodation of an inferior class, A man who is 
a dock labourer may earn a pound a week—he may earn only five 
shillings, Sometimes they get taken on every day ina , and 
then fora Soxtnighs they may have to go empty-handed from the 
gates day after day. 

Once fix on your mind the wear and tear, the anxiety and doubt, 
the strain and harass, the ups and downs of a life like this, count 
the smallness of the gain and ¢ the uncertainty of employment, and 


ntleman 


(Commenced November 19th, 1887.) 


you will understand why it is that the common body of men who 
are c 


of the London r who make an honest effort to keep out of the 


as “dock labourers” are reckoned as among the poorest | 


present in the great outer circle. The gangers are getting into the | 
rostrums—two tea ships have come in, and a large number of men | 


will be required, Ho j n 
been lying in hundreds sleeping on the bank opposite—so usual a 
bed that the grass is worn away—leap to their feet’ The crowd 
surges close together, and every eye is fixed in the direction of the 
ganger, who, up in his pulpit, his big book with the list of the 


is on many faces now; the men who have | 


pames of regular men, or “ Koyals,” open before him, surveys the | 


scene and prepares for business. 2 
the men go up and take a pass, present it to the police at the gate, 
and file in to be told off to the different vessels. 
“Royals” are exhausted that the real excitement begins, The 
men who are left are over a thousand strong—ti.ey have come on 
the chance. The ganger eyes them with a quick, searching glance 
then points his finger to them, “ You—and you—and you—and 
you.” The extra men go through the usual formality and pass in. 
There is sti!l hope for hundreds of them, The ganger keeps on 
engaging men—but erg rs stops. 

You can almost hear a sigh run through the ragged crowd, 
There comes into some of the pale, pinched faces a look of unutter- 
able woe—the hope that welled up iu the heart has sunk back 
again, There is no chance now. All the men wanted are engaged. 

As you turn and look at these men and study them, these the 
unfortunate ones, you picture to yourself what the situation means 


He calls out name after name, | 


It is when the | 


to some of them. What are their thoughts as they turn away? 
Some of them perhaps have grown callous to suffering, hardened 


| in despair. To-day’s story is but the story of yesterday, and will 
workhouse, Watch this crowd—there must be over two thousand | e 4 4 i any of their ths 


be the story of to-morrow. There is on many of their faces that 
look of vacant unconcern to everything that comes of long fami- 
liarity with adversity, They have the look of the man who came 
into the French Court of Justice to take his trial for murdering his 
colleague at the galleys, and who had branded on his arm his name. 
“ Never achance.” Never a chance when a man gets that branded 
not on his arm but on his heart ; he takes bad luck very quietly. 
It is the good luck which would astonish and upset him. 

Some of the men, new-comers most of these, and not used to the 
game yet, show a certain rough emotion. It is fair to say it gene- 
rally takes the form of an expletive. Others, men who look as 
though they had sunk by degrees from better positions, go away 
with a quivering lip and a flush of disappointment. If we could 


| follow the thoughts of some of them, we should see far away and 


| 


perhaps where in some wretched room a wife and children sit 
cowering and shivering, waiting for the evening to come, when 
father will bring back the price of the day’s work he has gone to 
seek. It must be with a heavy heart that his wife towards midday 
hears the sound of her husband's footsteps on the creaking stairs. 
This advent means no joy to her, That footstep tells its sad, cruel 
tale in one single creak. He has not been taken on at the Docks— 
another weary day of despair has to be sat through, another night 
she and the little ones must go hungry to bed. 

It must not be imagined that the men clear away directly who 
have not been engaged. Hope springs eternal in the human breast, 
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and dozens of men still wait on in hope. It sometimes happens 
that a ship comes in late, or something happens and more men are 
required, Then the ganger comes out and picks them from among 
the remaining eed 

Dozens of them hang about on the off-chance until two; after 
that it rarely happens any men are engaged, so the last brave few 
who have stood with wistful eyes for six or eight hours at the gate, 
turn slowly on their heels and go—God knows where. E 

Some of them, | believe, are absolutely homeless and friendless, 
and hang about street corners, getting perhaps a bit of tobacco 
from one or another more fortunate in this world’s goods than 
themselves, and with it stave off the gnawing pangs of hunger, 
They hang about up side streets and round corners till night comes, 


then fling themselves down and sleep where they can, and go back | 
Once more at dawn to the gates of their paradise, to wait and hope, | 


and be disappointed perhaps again. 

This is ihe dark side of the dock labourer's story, It MW a 
brighter and better one inside, where on miles and miles of wharf 
hundreds of men, package and bale-laden, are hurrying to and fro, 
stowing the produce of the world in shed after shed. Thousands 
of barrels of sugar are lying in one, and the air is perfectly sweet 
with it. The ground is treacly with it, and one’s boots are satu- 
rated with it as one walks through a thick slime of what looks 
like toffee gone wrong ina sweetstuff window on a hot summer day. 
Thousands of boxes of tea, just in from China, are in another shed, 
and their next-door neighbours are myriads of bags of wheat. The 
steam cranes are going as far as the eye can see, whirling, and drag- 
ging, and swinging huge bale after bale greedily from the good 
ship's hold; lighters laden to the top are being piled higher still; 
whole regiments of men bent with precious burthens are tiling from 
wharf to warehouse ; the iron wheels of the trolley, as it is pushed 
rapidly over the asphalted floor, makes a music of its own; and 
the whole scene shut in with a background of shipping | srecsies 
freighted with the wealth of the Indies, the uce of many a 
land beyond the seas ;—all this goes to make up a picture of 
industry and enterprise and wealth, which gives just a little par- 
donable pride to the Englishman who contemplates it for the first 
time, 

The system in the Docks is admirable, The strange men who are 
taken on are not taken entirely on trust. There is 2 uniform scale 
of pay for o!d hands and new, but there is an overlooker to see that 
all work well. If aman shirks or makes himself in any way objec- 
tionable, the process is short and summary : “Go to the office and 
take your money.” The man is discharged ; he is paid for the time 
he has worked, but no more; and he can leave the Docks out of the 
question as a field for his talents, if he has shown himself a duffer. 
A mark is put against his name in the ganger's book. 

At the door every man who leaves the ks is searched. This 

is more of a preventive measure than anything else, The men 
handle many packages of valuable commodities which have been 
broken in transit, and could easily extract some fur their private 
use, 
It would not be hard for a gentleman brought face to face witha 
broken chest of tea to fill his pockets with a loose pound or two, 
for instance. The search at the gate a that. Knowing that 
detection is certain, those men who would be dishonest if they 
could get a chance see the impossibility of escaping with their 
plunder, end so, making 9 virtue of necessity, respect the eighth 
commandment. The Docks are in the custody of a special body of 
Dock police, who maintain order, keep guard night and day over 
the goods in the warehouse, search the men, and check all the carts 
and vans passing out or in at the gates, and are generally respon- 
sible for everything. 

The boys employed as messengers between the Dock House in 
Billiter Street and the Docks themselves, and also the lads employed 
on the spot, are all dressed in a remarkably neat uniform, and add 
to the picturesqueness of the busy scene, All these boys are 
drilled, and come to attention and salute their superiors with the 
precision of old soldiers. 

I have given a little space to the inside of the Docks because 
such numbers of the men whose homes we have visited in previous 
chapters are employed there, and it is there that unskilled labour 
tinds the readiest market, 

But it is outside that one must search for the misery which those 
who know them best acknowledge to be the commonest lot of the 
dock labourer. 

Inside, when the men are at work, the beer barrel on a stand 
with wheels is trundled merrily along at certain hours, and there 
is a contractor who supplies the men with food. It is outside that 
the beer barrel and the food contractor find their occupation 
gone, 

Poverty in its grimest form exists here, and it is for these men, 
struggling so bravely and waiting so patiently for the work their 
hands are only too willing to do, that philanthropists might look 
a little more earnestly into the question of house accommodation, 

Looking at the uncertainty of employment, it is not hard for 
anyone to see thata rent of five shillings for a single room is too 
much for these men to pay, and they cannot gu out into the 
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suburbs, where rents are cheaper, because they could not get to the 
Docks in anything like condition to work. 

These men must live within a reasonable distance of their labour, 
and to do so they ,have 
to pay exorbitant prices 
for vile accommodation, 
They are kept in the 
lowest depths of poverty, 
because rent almost ex- 
hausts all the money— 
all that the luckiest can 
hope to earn, 

“Honest sweat,” the 
poet has told us, “is a 
very noble decoration to 
aman’s brow,” and these 
men are plentifully de- 
corated before their task 
is over, I can assure you, 
It is scandalous that, 
having done all they can, 
risked life and limb (for 
dock accidents are nu- 
merous, and keep a hos- 
pital busy), and done 
their duty in that state 
of life to which it has 
pleased God to call 
them, they should have 
to creep home to fever 
dens and __ pestilential 
cellars—half the money 
they pay ought to go 
for food for themselves 
and their children, in- 
stead of into the well- 
lined pockets of those 
who are making fortunes 
out of the death-traps 
they call “House Pro- 


perty. 

This short and hurried 
sketch of life in the 
Docks is necessarily in- 
complete. Its one great 
feature connected with 
the subject of these ar- 
ticles my ers can 
see for themselves at any 
time they like to take a 
long walk in the very 
early morning. No one 
who does not see the vast 
crowd can appreciate the 
character and pathetic 
elements it contains, I 
cannot write them with 
= m, nor can my 
collaborator draw them 
with his pencil. 

But we can both of us 
gratefully acknowledge our indebtedness to Mr. A. T. A. Brownlow, 
of the London Offices, and Captain Sheppy, of the Dock Police, 
whose kindness enabled us to see, under peculiar advantages, this 
phase of “ How the Poor Live.” 

(To be continued next week as a Special Supplement.) 
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Lonpon Pavi ion, PiccaDILuy, January 6th, 1888, 
DEAR S1R,—I enclose you 5s., and sincerely hope the result of 
your generous efforts will be a splendid success. With season's 
compliments, Yours truly, SAM REDFERN, 


BATTENBERG HovsE, LAKE ROAD, PORTSMOUTH, 
January 6th, 1888, 

y DEAR S1r,—Enclosed lease find Postal Order for 10s. 6d. for 
Ally Sloper’s Poor Fund.” I wish I could send more, but there 
is so much distress here and elsewhere, Mr. Vento and I are always 
contributing towards pomsething. Very pleased you have decided 
to distribute yourself, Uni best wishes for success in your 

noble undertaking, Yours very truly, LILLIE VENTO, F.Q\S, 
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